THE TOMB

she grew weaker. She loved me so tenderly that her spirit,
overflowing with love, felt suffering no longer. I remained
like that: I was motionless, afraid of making the slightest
movement. Towards three o'clock in the morning we wanted
to make her take something. She could not swallow. Then
Zoe, who knew the signs of the end, kissed me with animation
and wanted to force me to put back my friend's head on the
pillow. "No, no," I replied quickly. The dying woman looked
at me. It was her last look.... She kissed my hand. I pressed
my lips on her colourless lips. She gave a great sigh... which
I breathed___It was her soul.... She gave it all to me.'

The supreme consolation for a woman, of dying in her
lover's arms, was denied the marquise de Pompadour.

When Choiseul saw her after the fatal treaty of Paris, he
said to du Hausset: CI fear, my good dame, that she will allow
herself to be overcome by melancholy and will die of grief/
Pompadour had been in disguise to a fortune-teller and she
said of this visit: 'The witch told me that I will have time to
know myself, and I believe it, for I am dying of melancholy/

In 1757 Pompadour had been so ill that she made her will.
The complete breakdown of her health took place at Choisy
in April 1764, accelerated largely by extreme worry about
financial matters. She had tried to pay her debts by gaming and
by selling some of her jewels and knick-knacks, but the deficit
was so great that, when she fell ill, Collin her steward was
obliged to borrow 70,000 livres. After her death the only ready
money she left was thirty-seven louis in her writing table*

For some time past, she had never been able to pass the
Queen's appanement without having palpitations of the
heart. In April, when she was forty-two years of age, she had
an inflammation of the lungs which further aggravated the
heart trouble. She was obliged to remain in bed while Louis
surrounded her with affectionate care- After a space, she

[296]